The mefi Lmenuhle Tr/^edie 

H ad thou no Letters to me from the Fr 'tn ? 

Man, No my good Lord. 

Sxit 

7^0, No matter, get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horf'cs, He be with thee draight. 
Well lulietf I will lye with-thee to night ; 

Lets fee for meaties, O mifchiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of dcfperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothecaric, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer- whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes,^ 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones t 
And in his needy (hop a Tortoys hung. 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill fhap’c fifties, and about his ftielues, 

A bcg'gerly account of emptie boxes^ 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and miiftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthfed, and old Cakes of Rofes • 
Were thinly fcattcred, to makevp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe falc is prefent death in Afantuaf 
Here Hues a Caitiffs wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man mufi fell it me. 

As I remember, this (hould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers (hop is (hut. 

What bo Apothecarie; 

e/fpp. Who cals fo lowd ? 

Rem. Conae hither man, 1 fee that thou art poore* 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me baue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding gcare. 

As Will difperfe it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that theTtunckemay bedifeharg’d of breath, 

As violently, as hafire powder Herd 


9fR»mi9 dndluUet, 

u Viurrv from the fatall Canons wonbbe. ^ . 

Such moitall drugsl haue ,but Mmmm lav* 
j .Lraanv he that vtteri them. 

^Art ihou fo bare and full of wretchednelTe, 
j &!ireft CO die, famine is in thy cheekes, 

and oppreffion Raructh in thy eyes, 

Stempt and beggete hangs vpon thy Ucke: 
wwldis not thy friend, nor^the worlds law, 

Se world affords no law to make ^ec rich: 

Sn be not poorc, but breake it and take this. 

S.Mypouerty,butnotmywftlcon^^^^^^ 

fc. pSahts^inny ' 

° There is thy Gold.worfe poyfon to mens fouls, 
Doine more murthers in this loathfome world, ^ 
Thcnfbefe poore compounds that thoumai R not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold 
Flrewell. buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not g®' 

To Mitts graue, for there muft I yfe thee. 

t,ntcr FtieT\o\\vi toFrier Lawrence# 
loh. Holy VrAneifean Frier, brother, ho. 

£«/«• Lawrence. 

Lav. This fame (hould be the voice o( Frier lohn, 
Welcome from Mantua : what iv^ei Romeo} 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 
loh. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 

One of our order to a(fociatc me. 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke 

And finding hirai the Searchers of thetowne, 

Sufpeaing that we both were in a boulc, 

Where the infeaious peftilence did raigne. 

Scald \p the dootes, and would not let vs forth, 

So that may fpeede to Manttta there was flaldc. 
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